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ONE 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know these people. Lets just hope that they don't kick my ass for writing this. This is my first fic ever. 


Please read it and review it. All reviews are welcome and I'm not done just yet. | will be done if nobody likes it. 


Ace had waited all night for this time. He could finally get drunk. This was the first show that he'd ever played 
sober. After hearing Paul and Gene arguing on the way up here to their home, Ace needed a good fix. Pulling a 
bottle of Jack Daniels out of a brown paper bag, Ace kissed. 


"Who loves Jackie? Ace loves Jackie. Is it true? Uh humm. | do, | do, | do, | dooo." Ace sat the bottle on the 
floor. "How's about a little orgy, Jackie?" Ace asked J.D. on the floor. "Well, here's Ginny and Vodka. They've 
been waiting to join us for awhile now." Ace put the other two bottles on the floor beside the first. He already 


knew there was no way he was going to make it to the sound check tomorrow. 


Rubbing his hands together, Ace licked his lips and picked up the bottle of Jack. "Let's start with you, my 


dear." 


Just as Ace twisted the cap off of the bottle, Paul burst into his room and walked over to him. Paul snatched 
the bottle out of the startled man's hands. 


"What gives, man?" Ace asked as he watched his best friend slide down Paul's throat. 


After having his fill, Paul gave the half empty bottle back to Ace. "That was good." Paul flopped down on the 
bed beside Ace. Leaning back on his hands, he asked, "What are you gonna do tonight?" 


Looking down at the half empty bottle, Ace replied, "Well, | was going to get drunk, but obviously you've 
messed that up for me." Ace let his gaze travel up Paul's body to look into his eyes. "What's wrong with you?" 


"Why do you ask?" 


First of all, I've never seen you down Jack like that before. Secondly, you never bothered me at night." Ace 


took a small gulp of the Jack. It tasted somehow sweeter then usual. "So, what's wrong?" 


‘Its Gene." Paul turned distraught eyes to Ace. "You know after we had that fight on the plane and in the limo, 
| didn't see him again until we went on stage. Well after the show, | saw him back stage in the dressing room 


fucking some groupie." 


Turning his gaze away from Paul's, Ace said, "That Gene for you." Ace took another deep gulp out of the bottle 
he held. "He's always finding new ways to screw people." 


Paul took the bottle from Ace and took a deep swing from it. Giving the bottle back, Paul stood up. Pacing back 
and forth, he asked, "What the fuck does she got that | don't got? I'm nice, | give that fucker anything he 


wants, and | even let him talk me into shaving my balls." 


"She has three pretty good things going for her." Ace watched Paul walk back and forth in front of him. This 
was the first time he'd ever seen Paul this pissed He was gorgeous when he was mad. His normally tamed 
black hair was all over the place. His purple button down shirt showed off that hairy chest that all the girls 
went wild for. The shirt was tucked in his usually tight jeans. Those jeans showed every single curve, including 
the nice roundness of his little cute ass. How could he be thinking about someone who wasn't even his, Ace 
quietly wondered. Shaking his head slightly, Ace continued with what he was going to say, "She has a nice rack, 
a nice warm pussy, and a nice hot little mouth that can do all kinds of sucking." With that, Ace tipped the 
bottle back, but before he could even taste the Jack on his tongue, Paul snatched the bottle out of his grasp. 


Throwing it across the room, Paul yelled over the shattering glass and liquid hitting the wall, "I'm not fucking 
joking! Do | look like I'm fucking playing with you?" Paul folded his arms across his chest and glared at the lead 
guitarist. 


Look at the fuming Starchild, Ace finally came to the conclusion that he wanted him. Paul was the spite fire 
he'd been wanting ever since they came to back home. Paul was a totally sexy fox and if Gene couldn't see it, 
then he was missing out on something. The Space Ace of KISS was going to see what made the Starchild tick. 


"Ace, why the fuck are you looking at me like I've lost my mind or something?" When Ace didn't answer, Paul 
dropped to his knees in front of him and put both of his hands on Ace's knees. "Are you okay? Did you take 


something? Are-" 


"You're fucking beautiful” Ace interrupted Paul. Brushing his hand gently across Paul's cheek, Ace said, "If Gene 
Simmons can't see that, then he's fucking stupid" Ace wasn't sure what made him say that. Maybe it was the 


lack of groupies or the lack of alcohol in his bloodstream, but all he knew was that Paul was a fuckable piece. 


Paul looked into Ace's eyes and saw something he didn't want to confront. Paul got up shakily and made his way 
to the door. Ace wasn't his type and he wasn't Ace's type. So, why did Ace think that he had the need to voice 
something like that? As Paul opened the door, he felt Ace's presence behind him. 


Ace gently closed the door and turned Paul around to face him. Pressing him up against the door, Ace leaned 
down and softly trailed his tongue across Paul's bottom lip with his tongue. Paul tasted like the sweet ecstasy 
of Jack Daniels and sex. Ace finally brought his lips down on Paul's lips. Gently at first and then he applied 
pressure to them. Both of Ace's arms slid around Paul's waist. Ace cupped Paul's ass and squeezed it lightly. 
Ace started walking backwards toward his bed. 


Paul wrapped his arms around Ace's neck and kissed him back Ace opened his mouth to Paul's tongue inside to 
dance with his. Paul could not believe what he was doing. Of course Ace was hot, but he couldn't fuck him. Paul 
was with Gene and he'd never cheat on him. If he wanted to cheat on Gene he'd find someone like Fabio or Mike 
Brady to fuck. Not Ace fucking Frehley! Paul snapped back into reality when he felt Ace's lips on his neck 


where the pulse was. 


Pushing him away from him, Paul yelled, "Don't fucking touch me! | maybe be a little drunk but l'm not 
desperate!" With that being said, Paul left. 


Ace stood in the middle of his hotel room shaking with much needed release. He wanted Paul writhing beneath 
him. He wanted to know what Gene was giving up just to fuck some chick. Clenching his hands into tight fists, 


Ace took several deep breaths. Closing his eyes, Ace saw a vision that made him rock hard 


He saw Paul, in all of his naked glory, lying on this tiger skin rug before a raging fire. Paul had his legs wide 
open and his dark brown eyes were fixed on Ace. Slowly stroking his dick, Paul whispered, "Fuck me, Ace. Take 


me. l'm yours.” 


Shaking his head hard, Ace opened his eyes. The image of Paul on his back slowly disappeared. Needing a quick 
fix, Ace headed to the bathroom. Passing by his bottles of Gin and Vodka, Ace thought Paul sure knew how to 
ruin a good night. 


Paul lay in his hotel bed. Images from earlier tonight flooded back to him. All he could think about was Ace's 
hands on his body. His lips pressed against his own. Paul touched his lips. They felt swollen and bruised but the 


pain was worth it. Paul wanted to see what Ace was willing to give but he was with Gene. There was no way 
he could sleep with Ace. Everybody knows that whatever the Demon wants, the Demon gets. Paul rolled on his 
side and tried to go to sleep. Every time he'd close them, Ace's face was there. 


TWO 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know if this chapter is a childish. Help me by reading and reviewing. All comments are welcomed. Thanks 


people. 


Next Morning 


"Man, you should've been there! There was this one chick with these fantastic bubble breasts. | put a line of 
coke on one of those things and just." 


Ace was sitting on Peter Criss's balcony with him having breakfast. Ace really wasn't listening to Peter, his 
mind was elsewhere. Ace wanted to have a breakfast with a certain guy instead of Peter Criss. 


"Ace, are you listening?" Peter asked biting into a piece of sausage. 

"Yeah, l'm listening to you." 

"What was the last thing | said?" 

Think for a minute, Ace replied, "Said." 

"Well, at least | know you're focused" Peter sat back a little in his chair. "So, what did you do last night?" 
| got left high and dry last night." Ace sipped his coffee. 

"You got what?" Peter threw his napkin at Ace. "I don't believe it" 


Just then Gene Simmons burst through Peter's hotel room. He walked over to the two. It was obvious he 


upset about something, 

"Have either of you seen Paul?" 

"No, why do you ask?" Peter asked 

Ace kept his gaze on the New York skyline. He didn't want any part of this conversation 
"| can't find him" Gene sat down beside Peter. "The last time | saw him was last night! 


Laughing softly, Peter asked, "You didn't wear him out last night, did you? He's our front man." 


Putting a hand on his forehead, Gene replied, "I'm fucking serious! Every since our fight yesterday, | haven't 
been able to talk to him" 


"What about when we were backstage?" Peter picked up his orange juice. After taking a sip, he asked, "Didn't 
you two talk then?" 


"| didn't have time to." Gene sat back and folded his arms across his chest. 


"Did you look around that bitch you were fucking to find him?" Ace finally put his two cents in the 


conversation. 
"No. Is he with her?" Gene obviously didn't get the meaning behind the question 
"Never mind" Ace got up. 


"Where are you headed off to?" Peter asked. 


"| don't know yet." Ace walked toward the hotel door. Before leaving, Ace threw over his shoulder, "I'll let you 
know if | decide to get into something." He left. 


Paul sat in the back of one of his old hag outs, the Thrills Book Store. Paul was surrounded by thousands of 
books he'd read as a kid Some of the occupants in the store recognized him from kiss but didn't bother him. 
Now that he was out of the hotel, Paul could get his thoughts straight about last night. He loved guy, but 


Ace? In all of their years of knowing each other, Paul would've never guess Ace liked guys. Well, maybe when 


he was drunk, but that didn't count. 


Crossing his left leg over his right, Paul thought about last night. Ace was all over him. He could still taste him 
on his lips. Ace's taste was a mixture of cigarettes, honey, and Jack. Cigarettes and liquor wasn't his favorite 


taste, but Ace kind of changed that. 


Paul remembered the one dream that made him wake up with the hardest hard on he'd ever had. Paul was 
lying on this tiger skin rug begging Ace to fuck him. Ace slowly took off his shirt, all the while looking at Paul. 
After removing the rest of his clothes, Ace laid between Paul's outstretched legs. Softly kissing him, Ace 
trailed his hand up and down his left side. Paul felt his body begin to heat up. He wasn't sure if it was what 
Ace was doing to him or if it was the raging fire in the fireplace. All Paul wanted was to feel Ace in him. 
Putting his arms around his neck, Paul pulled Ace's lips closer to him. Slowly but firmly, Paul pressed his lips 
to Ace's. Feeling Ace's tongue on his lips, Paul opened his mouth to let him in. Their tongues slid around the 
other in a wild and wet fantasy. Ace pulled back a little bit to into Paul's eyes. His dark lust filled eyes stared 


into Paul's glazed chocolate eyes. 


"Are you sure you want this?" Ace whispered against his lips. 
"Ace, | should be the one asking you that, but I'm sure." 


Paul was pulled out of his daydream by someone shaking him on his shoulder. Looking up, he saw Gene standing 
behind the chair. Sitting up a little straighter, Paul gestured to the chair across from him. 


Sitting in the chair, Gene asked, "So, this is where you've been I've been looking for you all morning. This is a 


fucking hard place to find." 
Smiling sheepishly, Paul replied, "Yeah, | know. | just had to get away for awhile. Sorry to worry you." 
"Why didn't you answer your fucking cell?" 


Looking at his phone, Paul saw that he had eight missed calls. "Sorry. | put it on silent” Paul looked back up at 


Gene. "I guess | forgot to turn it on this morning after | woke up." 


Standing up, Gene gently helped Paul to his feet. "Come on, we got to do a sound check in forty minutes and 
then it's off to be with the fans at Times Square." 


Paul walked beside Gene silently. He had too much on his mind to talk. His relationship with the bassist wasn't 
going anywhere. Gene was sweet, but when he was pissed he'd do fucked up shit, like fuck a groupie in front of 
him. They've been together for two years now. Gene was the one to come on to him during the Reunion Tour 
and they've been together ever since. Their relationship was based on just fucking and getting on each others 


nerves. 


Then Paul turned is attention to Ace. Ace seemed like he was the ideal guy for him. Paul never looked at him 
until now. Ace was tall and way too skinny for his tastes. His sense of humor was out of this world. Ace 


probably wasn't as good a lover as Gene was, but in time, he'd probably be better. 


Getting in the limo, Paul looked out at the tall buildings that had once amazed him when he was a child. So 
many things had change since he last lived here. Gary's Ice Cream was now a new jewelry store. Telly-Belly's 
Coffee and Club was a pet store. Paul looked away from the buildings and looked at the people shuffling on the 
sidewalk. Paul noticed that some of the people were wearing KISS make-up and smiled to himself. The KISS 


Army was everywhere. 
Paul turned toward Gene when he felt him touch his arm. "What?" 


"You're amazingly quiet. That's not like you, Paul." Gene put his arm around Paul's shoulders. "You're only this 


quiet when you have something on your mind. Are you hungry?" 


‘lm not hungry." Paul looked away from Gene. 


"Now | know there's something wrong with you. You're always talking and if you ain't talking you're hungry.’ 
Gene put his head on Paul forehead. "You don't have a fever. What's wrong?" 


"Do you really wanna know what's wrong with me?" 

"Yeah." 

Roughly pushing Gene away from him, Paul yelled, "YOU! You fucked around on me! You told me that if we 
started this relationship, that you'd never cheat on me with another human being! You fucking promised me 
you wouldn't do that to mel" Hot tears of anger slid down his cheeks. Paul didn't want Gene to see him like this, 
but he couldn't stop the water works once they started. 

Squinting his eyes a little to think, Gene asked, "Are you talking about that groupie from last night?" 

"Who the fuck else!" Paul angrily rubbed at his eyes. 

"Paul, | have to fuck groupies. It comes with the job description Bitches love the fucking tongue!" Gene glared 
at Paul. "Lets not start this shit again! You bitched all the way up here! What the fuck do you want from 
me?" Gene yelled. 

"Why don't you hold me at night?" 

"Please don't tell me that's why you're fucking bitching?" 


"Just answer the fucking question” Paul sniffed and ran a hand through his hair. 


Lacing his fingers tightly together, Gene replied, "I'm too fucking tired to hold you at night. Paul, why are you 
bitching about nothing?" 


"You're too fucking tired to hold me, but you had so much energy to fuck that bitch last night. Gene, do you 


love me?" Paul looked at the bassist. 


Making little snorting noise in the back of his throat, Gene replied with malice in his voice, "News fucking flash 
baby, | don't love you. | was just fucking ‘til something better came along." Smiling evilly, Gene said, "You sure 


can suck a cock though." 
Paul beautiful chocolate brown eyes widen at Gene's confession He always knew that Gene didn't love him, but 
just hearing him saying it out loud hurt even more. Not caring what Gene thought, Paul put his face in his 


hands and cried. 


"Paul, shut the hell up!” Gene yelled at him. "You're giving me a fucking headache!" 


Ace and Peter were sitting on the stage waiting for Gene and Paul to show up, when they heard one of the 
dressing rooms backstage slam hard. The sound echoed throughout the Madison Square Garden arena. 


"You got to be fucking kidding me!" Peter whispered to Ace. "If | would've known those two were together, | 


wouldve never come back!" 

"Pete, we're friends. Remember that" Ace started tuning his guitar. 

"Yeah, friends of fucking fags." 

Ace sent him this dark look If you only knew, Ace thought to himself Finally finding the tune he wanted to 
play, Ace picked up his soda and took a drink from it. Standing up, he strapped on his guitar and turned to 


Peter. "Let's do Hooligan and Strange Ways." 


Jumping to his feet, Peter excitedly said, "Now, that's what I'm talking about!" Grabbing up his drumsticks from 
an amplifier that was sitting by his drum set. 


They were in the middle of Hooligan when Gene came on stage. He had on this trucker style hat pulled low on 
his head, his flannel plaid shirt was open to show off this old KISS t-shirt, his loose yet snug dark blue jeans 
were pulled over his black snake skin boots. He looked really pissed off about something. 

"Problems in Neverland?" Peter asked. 

"Shut up. l'm not in the fucking mood" 

Ace put down his guitar and started walking backstage. 

"Where the fuck are you going?" 

Gene's voice stopped him in his tracks. Turning around to face him, Ace said, "I'm going to go and check on Paul. 
If we had to fucking practice then he should have his ass out here, too." With that said, Ace went backstage 
to find Paul. 

It didn't take him long to figure out which room Paul was in, all he had to do was follow the loud sobs. Once in 
front of the closed door, Ace knocked and Paul didn't answer him. So, he knocked harder. Paul opened the door 
and back to the leather chair in front of the mirror. Paul put his head on the make-up table on top of his 
folded arms and continued to cry. 

"Paul, we gotta rehearse for tonight's show." Ace stood in the opened doorway. 


"lim not in the mood right now for music." Paul didn't lift his head to look at him. 


Closing the door behind him, Ace walked over to Paul and rubbed his back up and down. "Wanna tell me what's 


wrong?" 


"He doesn't love me." Paul turned to Ace and threw himself in his arms. He clung to Ace like he was his last 


life line. "He used me. l'm nothing but a slut" 


Ace kissed the top of his head. "No, you're not. Paul, look at me." When he refused to look up, Ace gently tilted 


his head up. "If you were a slut, | wouldn't want you as much as | do now." 


Leaning down, Ace quickly brushed his lips across Paul's. He couldn't let anybody see them like that, especially 
Gene. No telling what would happen to them. As much as he wanted to have his way with Paul, Ace reluctantly 
pulled out of his arms. Ace helped Paul up and they went out to join the others on the stage. 


THREE 


Author's Notes: 
| totally suck at this story thing. | just love Paul Stanley. Who doesn't? 


"What are you doing?" My eyes fluttered open. | must have fallen asleep. | looked up to see Mitch standing 
over me. "Jesus! Where you whacking off in my bed?" he asked. His face contorted into a mask of disgust. | 
quickly adjusted myself and zipped up my pants. Mitch's eyes fell to the picture in my hand. He grabbed it 
before | could think to hide it. 

He looked at it and turned beet red. "You've been nosing through my stuff! You asshole!" he shouted. 

"l'm sorry," | replied meekly. When you're caught, you're caught. 

"Sorry? Fuck youl" he cried. "Where's the other one?" 


"There's another?" 


"The other picture! The one with me and Kristy! Where is it?" he demanded. | had forgotten | still had the one 


of him with that girl. Funny how he was more worried about that one. 


| have it. It's in the other room," | stammered. | felt like such a fucking idiot. | sat up and pulled myself up off 
the bed. 


"Get it! Now! You fucking idiot! Who said you could come in here any way?" he fumed. 

"Calm down. I'll get it!" | snapped. 

"If you lost it, you fucking retard, I'll tear you limb from limb!" Mitch shouted, the vein in his neck protruding. 
"Retard? This from the guy who failed PE!" | shouted back. 

"What's going on in here?" Toby asked from the doorway. 

"IIl tell you what's going on! Your pervey fag boyfriend was up here jerking off to my picture! He took my 
pictures!" Mitch screamed. | felt the air suck out of my lungs. If its possible to both blush and turn pale at 
the same time, | surely did. Mitch was so angry, | don't think he realized what he just said, or the implications 


it could have for the both of us. 


"What?" a flabbergasted Toby asked. The corner of Toby's eyes crinkled up. He doubled over laughing. | stood 


staring, slack jawed. 


"IFs not fucking funny fuck wad!" Mitch cried. He gave his brother a shove. "Shut up!" 


"It is funny! Oh Shane! Naughty naughty!" Tears of glee formed in Toby's eyes. "What picture? Let me see it!" 
he laughed. 


"Nol" Mitch turned away, holding the picture up. Toby reached around him, leaped up and snatched it away. 
"Give it! Damn it Toby. I'm gonna kill youl" Mitch cursed. He tried to grab it back but Toby scampered back 


Toby scanned the photo with his eyes and whistled. "Look at Mitchie! Naked as a jaybird! | remember that hat!" 
Toby grinned wickedly. 


"Give it to mel Give it back!" Mitch demanded. He wrestled Toby to the floor. But Toby wiggled free, clutching 
the thing to his chest, giggling. Mitch grabbed him by the ankle and pulled him back down, trying desperately to 
wrench it from his hands. Mitch dug an elbow into the middle of Toby's back. Toby gave a half holler half 
laugh. God help me, | was getting hard just watching it. 


‘lm going to make a small fortune selling this picture Mitch," Toby squealed. "The National Enquirer! Oh the 
Internet! Ten dollars a pop. Too bad you didn't make a porno! What do you think Shane? Big bucks?" Toby asked, 


his red face grinning. 


"Oh tons," | laughed. "We should time for a release of a new CD. When we go on tour next, Mitch can go on 


stage like that!" 


"You're gonna pay that's what!" Mitch hissed. He brought his mouth to Toby's ear, puckered his lips and let a 
huge glob of spit fall. 


"Ugh! You fucking disgusting pig! Jesus! | hate when you do that! Here's your stupid picture!” Toby got up. 
Grimacing, he tilted his head and wiped out his ear with one of Mitch's dirty shirts. "How the hell did | ever 
end up with you for a brother. Go do your fucking laundry!" 


Mitch glared and put the picture back in the drawer. He started to dump his laundry in a plastic garbage bag. 
"Did | even take PE?" he asked no one in particular. | followed Toby out the door. 


"| can't believe Mitch thought you were jerking off to him," Toby grinned when we were in the hall. "| suppose 
he wouldn't be that bad looking if you didn't know him, but its Mitch for Christ sake. How gross!" 


"Yeah." | nodded. What else could | do? Well actually | was whacking off to thoughts of Mitch, to Mitch naked in 
a cowboy hat, to Mitch wearing your jeans, to Mitch with my rock hard cock up his ass while he tells me he 

wants and needs it. Toby, your brother is fucking hot. He squeaks when you fuck him. You want a tight ass to 
fuck, talk to him, not me. | felt a little twitch. Now | know why so many guys got off on those double mint 


commercials. Toby and Mitch weren't twins, but damn. 


"Are you okay?" Toby asked 

"Yeah, of course," | replied, heading down the stairs first for an obvious reason 
"You looked funny: 

"Im fine” 


"What were you doing up there any way?" Toby asked, pinching my ass. "You had have known how he'd react. A 
gay guy in his room! Leaving behind your gay germs. He won't sleep tonight for fear of having a gay dream!" 


"Look out below," Mitch bellowed, dumping the bag of dirty laundry down the stairs. It missed Toby by about 


an inch. 
"Damn it Mitch! Are you trying to kill me?" Toby kicked the bag aside and looked up. 


"Maybe," Mitch responded. He smiled and came storming down the stairs like a herd of elephants. He knocked 
Toby down then grabbed me by the shirt. "I want that other picture back asshole," he hissed in my ear before 
quickly drawing away. 


"I hate you Mitch, you now that," Toby said, rubbing his bruised elbow. 


"Then asking you to do my laundry is out of the question?" Mitch smirked, picked up the bag and headed into 
the kitchen 


| sat in the living room pretending to watch TV. What | was really doing was watching Mitch in the side yard. 
There was a little strip of dirt and dead grass where he had set up one of those nets you throw baseballs 
into. Toby had gone out to visit some old friend | once again begged off. 


Mitch lightly tossed the ball up into the air and caught it. He then took the stance of a pitcher. He raised his 
left knee, arched back slightly and let it fly. | could see every ripple of the muscles of his back. The ball 
bounced off the net and he caught it with ease. Mitch stepped back a few paces and pitched again. This time 
the left leg extended back at the end of the throw, accentuating every contour beneath those delectably tight 
jeans. | stared, breathless, as the whir of the baseball competed with the low hum-slosh of the washer. It was 


torture, exquisite torture. 


Mitch stopped, looked over to his right, and walked out of view. | heard a voice, a female voice then Mitch's 


laugh. | got up and walked over to the window, sliding it open an inch. | ducked as they came into view. 


"So Mitch, do you go home at night and roll around naked in all your millions like you said you would?" the 


woman asked. 


"Fuck yeah! You know it!" he laughed. | snuck up a bit to get a look Mitch smiled at her like a love struck 


teenager. 


"And you wonder why | won't let you come by. | see every other word is still fuck with you. | have children to 
consider," she said, laughing along with Mitch. She was older but it was definitely the girl from the picture. 


"Yeah, | know," he replied gloomily. He pulled her behind a large oak tree. | moved over to the next window and 
pulled the curtain aside. 


"Mitch! Half the town is standing on the other side of the fence and l'm married. You how it is around here," 
she whispered. 


"Then leave! Fuck them! You can live with me. You'll never have to work again!" Mitch cried. He brushed a piece 


of hair off her face and tucked it behind her ear. She took his hand in hers and smiled. 
‘| like my job!" 


"At the Waffle House? Give me a break Kristy!" Mitch looked down and kicked at the dirt with his toe. "Why 
didn't you bring her?" he asked. Kristy dropped his hand and stepped back. 


"You know why Mitch. You have to stop asking. That's why | wouldn't see you last time you were here," she 
admonished. 


"Then why are you here now!" Mitch snapped. 


| thought..| wanted to tell you | was sorry about your mother. She was always rice to me and she sent Sophie 
something every birthday..Mitch don't be like that. | haven't seen you in four years and you're going to behave 
like a shit?" she asked Mitch scowled and looked away. "| brought you a picture, okay?" 


Mitch took it. He stared at it the longest time, before he spoke. "She's so big. | still think of her as being small" 
"She's in seventh grade Mitch. She already likes boys," she laughed. 


"You have to get her out of here," Mitch begged. "Before its too late. You have to move to LA I'll get you 


your own house if you want. | won't even come by. 


"Be reasonable. | have a husband and two other kids to think about!" Kristy argued. "She's happy and healthy. 


We take good care of her. John treats her like she was his own daughter." 


"But she's not his! She's mine," he shouted. My stomach dropped along with my jaw. Mitch has a kid? Never 
once had | heard Toby or even Mitch mention he had a kid. A twelve year old no less. He had to have been a 


kid himself when she was born. 


"Stop yelling or I'm going to leave," Kristy whispered. Mitch trembled with anger but he stepped back tossing 
the ball and glove to the ground. 


"| could sue you for custody you know. | could demand a paternity test and not let you see her!" Mitch 
threatened. 


"Who do you think in their right mind would give you custody? Just because you have money? | know how you 
behave. The whole town knows how you scared that poor guy last night. You think | want Sophie around that?" 
she asked angrily. 


"But if we were together | wouldn't act like that Kristy! | love youl I'll change any way you want," Mitch pled. 


"Mitch you had you're chance twelve years ago and you blew it. You let your father bully you and my family. 
You sat around for three years and didn't offer me a lick of help. You wouldn't even see me. You were too 


afraid of your father. And then you run off to play rock star: 

"Ive sent you money!" Mitch barked 

"Yeah, but how do you think | supported her for the first seven years!" she cried. 

"Well lm not giving you any more fill | can see her” Mitch glanced down at the photo still in his hand. 


| never asked you for a dime Mitch. You can keep it. She doesn't know you. It would just confuse her. She 
doesn't know that you're her dad." 


"The whole fucking town knows she's my kid Do you really think you can keep it from her? She probably 
already knows!" Mitch said in desperation. 


"I hope not," she replied. Mitch watched silently as she walked away. | heard the latch of the back gate. He 
stood there a few moments before picking up the baseball and throwing it with great fury at the fence. It left 
a round dent in the wood before falling to the ground. 


| hurriedly sat back on the couch and fumbled with the remote as Mitch slammed the back door. Doing his 
best to ignore me, he marched to a cabinet and opened it. Retrieving a nearly full bottle of Crown Royal he 
stalked up the stairs. Another door slammed and AC/DC's Back In Black came blaring down the stairs. Mitch 
always liked to compare Toby and himself to Malcolm and Angus Young. 


| was torn. | knew if Toby came back and found Mitch ‘royally: fucked up it would be another rough night for 
us all. On the other hand, if | were Mitch | would want to get drunk right about now too. The volume went up 
from blaring to mind altering. | reluctantly pulled myself up. 


There was no point in knocking on the door. He certainly wouldn't hear me. | tried the knob but it was locked 
from the inside. | pounded on the door and called his name but it was useless. | bent down and examined the 
lock and smiled. There was one just like it on the bathroom door of my old apartment. There was a small notch 
in the center just big enough for a butter knife. | went downstairs to the kitchen. | returned, slipped in the 
knife and gently turned. 


The music was so loud it took him a moment to notice me. He was stretched across his bed, the bottle in one 
hand and a cigarette in the other. His expression was more of ambivalence than anger. "Just go Shane. Leave 


me alone," he shouted over the music. | pretended not to hear and went to the dresser and turned it down 


"Why don't | get you a glass? You can have a little more and that way, Toby's happy, your happy, and | can 


have some peace tonight." 


"ll tell you what, I'll keep the bottle. You shove the glass up your ass and fuck Toby. That way | can have 
some peace," he replied. He took a deep gulp from the bottle and stared at the ceiling. 


"Do you ever think about what you're doing to yourself? You aren't twenty any more. You can't keep getting 
fucked up every night." | walked to the end of the bed and stared down at him. 


"Tell that to Keith Richards," Mitch smirked. He took a drag off his cigarette, blew a smoke ring and broke it 
with his finger. "Look Shane, you did your part. You tried to get old Mitch to stop drinking. Toby can't possibly 
blame you. Now get the fuck out” 

"Who's the chick?" 

"Nobody." He smashed his cigarette out and stood up. 

"She looked like the girl in the picture," | said 

"She's nobody. Just go God damn it!" he yelled. He went to the dresser and turned the music back up. 


"She didn't look like nobody to me. You were arguing with her," | shouted. 


‘Is none of your God damn business fucker!" he screamed, shoving the boom box down with a crash. "Just 


because you did..whatever, doesn't mean you get to know things about me!" 


| looked down at the shattered pieces of the boom box and shook my head. This was going nowhere fast. If he 
was acting like this when he was pretty much sober tonight was going to be sheer hell. "Just give me the 
bottle and I'll go." He took a big gulp and flipped me off. "lm not leaving till you give it to me," | warned. Mitch 
took another gulp and spit it in my face. 


"There, | gave it to you! That's the only blow job you'll get from Shane Mcfaggot!" He laughed. | was pissed. | 
angrily ripped the bottle from his hand. | turned it upside down, pouring its contents onto the carpet. "You 


fuck!" | grabbed him by the neck and shoved him down, rubbing his face in it. He clawed at my leg to no avail 


| yanked Mitch up and pulled him towards the bed. | sat down and flung him over my knee. With speed that 
astonished even me, | undid his fly and ripped down his pants and shorts. | proceeded to smack his ass as hard 
as | could. At first he was just shocked. He looked at me like he couldn't quite believe | was doing it. Then the 
sting and steady burn registered. He dug his nails into my thigh and tried to break free. | pressed my arm to 
the middle of his back, holding him down. He let out a howl and reached a hand back to impede my own. | 
pushed it aside and gave him five more firm slaps. | then hauled him up and dragged him to the corner and 


pressed his nose to the wall. "Don't move or I'll do it again," | whispered in his ear. We were both panting. 


| stepped back and sat on the bed to watch him. | had made an impression He didn't move an inch. His ass was 
a rosy red. It was set off nicely by the white of his t-shirt. The jeans that drove me crazy pooled at his feet. 
His bottom flinched slightly as cool air from the open window near by teased it. Mitch snaked a hand up to try 
and pull the shirt down over the smarting and exposed flesh. "| said don't move!" | shouted. His hand 
immediately dropped down. | watched as the reddened buttocks tensed and un-tensed, trying to find some sort. 
| was getting harder by the second. This kind of shocked me. | had played around in the past but the key word 
was play. This wasn't a playful spanking. | had been pissed. 


| got up and stood behind him. | gently ran a couple of fingers over the rounded flesh. He let out a hiss of 
discomfort but didn't move. "You stay right there. Or else," | instructed. | raced back to the room | was 
staying in, snatched up the lube and a condom, and raced back. He was exactly where | left him. | shut the 
door and locked it. | dropped the unopened condom on the bed. | poured a sizeable amount of lube into my palm 
and let the bottle fall to the bed as well. | crept up behind him and let a little lube dribble on to the left cheek 
Mitch jumped a bit but didn't look at me. | dabbed a finger in the droplets and ran it down the crack of his ass. 


He tensed as he stifled a moan. | smiled. 


| dripped some more into my other hand. | let the slick hand ride up his hip and sneak around the other side. | 
inched closer and moved my hand to his cock. | slowly slid my fingers up and down as it jerked and awoke. | 
moved up to the head and lightly fingered the slit. Mitch gasped and bucked into my hand. "Do you like that 
Mitch?" | asked lazily. "Do you like it when like it when | play with your cock?" He nodded and rested his head 
back on the wall. His eyes shut and he shuddered as | gripped it a little tighter and | drew my hand back down 
his shaft. "Say it!" 


"I like it when you play with my cock," he croaked, trembling. | stepped back and undid my pants with one hand. 
My own throbbing ache could no longer be contained. | parted his cheeks and began to massage the rest of the 
lube at his entrance. | slipped in an insistent finger. | circled it around a bit before shoving in another. | pulled 
his hips back and began fucking his ass with my fingers. | angled them down. "Ah fuck!" He thrust back and 


clenched in pleasure. He couldn't control his moans. 


"What a delicious little ass you have Mitchie. How | love to torment it," | cooed. "It likes me too. Feel how it 
tries to pull me deeper inside." | reached my other hand back around to play with his hard on. Assaulted by 
pleasure at both ends, Mitch became frustrated by which way to move. He gave short little thrust backwards 


then forwards, groaning. "Do you like it when | finger your hole? Do you like to feel me inside you?" | inquired. 


"Yes," he gasped. | pulled both hands away and he whined. 
"Do you want me to fuck you?" 
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"| didn't quite hear you," | replied coyly. 
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"Where you talking to me? What do you want Mitchie?" 


"Yes Shane, | want you to fuck me. Please just fuck me," he begged. | smiled and went back to the bed. | 
returned with condom and lube. | pulled my pants down to mid-thigh. | gingerly rolled the condom down my rock 
hard length and doused it with lube. | pulled him back from the wall so he was slightly bent. | brought my 
knees between his, forcing them apart. Gently spreading his cheeks, | placed the very tip of my cock to his 


entrance. 


"Relax baby," | cooed, before kissing his neck. | leaned forward, easing inside. Mitch gasped and tightened. "Easy 
now. Breath deep," | whispered. | could feel him struggle to breath and | lightly stroked his side till he relaxed a 
bit. | slid my hand up his chest and circled one nipple then the next. | slowly began to thrust, feeling his hot 
tightness surround my cock A hot jolt ran up my spine. | traced a finger down his belly, resting at his navel. 


Mitch began to buck back so | increased my pace. He let out a deep moan, sending another fevered current up 
my spine. | dropped my hand down farther and gripped his cock | began stroking to the rhythm of my thrust. | 
jabbed into his ass harder and faster. | leaned my head forward and kissed his cheek. | ran my tongue down his 
neck and to his shoulder and sucked, marking him. | could feel the tightening in my groin. "Come for me, come 
for me, Mitchie," | cried. He began bucking back into me wildly, his head falling back and sweat dripping down, | 


increased the pressure of my grip, then clenching and unclenching my fingers. "Oh fuck Shane!" he cried out. 


"| love you, you fucking little shit," | gasped in his ear. His body shook violently and his warmth clamped down 
around my prick. With a long, low guttural moan he came, spilling over my hand. | continued to thrust, deeper 
and harder than | thought possible. | brought my hand to his lips. "Taste yourself," | cried. His tongue lapped at 
my fingers. | closed my eyes. Pleasure ripped through me. | shuddered and exploded inside him with a mind 
numbing orgasm, the like of which | had never known. We slumped against the wall, gasping for air. When | was 
finally able to pull out of him, | pulled up my pants and his. Then | carried him over to the bed and lay down 
beside him. | pulled him close and buried my head in his hair, gently stroking his stomach. A serene warmth fell 


over us. It was beautiful while it lasted. It was magical till we heard the car door slam outside. 


